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But the pessimism of one who sees the simple
life fading out, the ancient quietude invaded, the
country caught in the feelers of the town, is not a
real pessimism at all, or rather it is a pessimism
which results from a deficiency of imagination,
and is only a matter of personal taste, perhaps of
personal belatedness. Twelve generations of my
own family lived and died as Yorkshire yeomen-
farmers, and my own preference is probably a
matter of instinctive inheritance. The point is
not what a few philosophers happen to like, but
what humanity likes, and what it is happiest in
liking. I should have but small confidence in
the Power that rules the world, if I did not
believe that the vast social development of
Europe, its civilisation, its network of com-
munications, its bustle, its tenser living, its love
of social excitement was not all part of a great
design. I do not believe that humanity is per-
versely astray, hurrying to destruction. I believe
rather that it is working out the possibilities that
lie within it; and if human beings had been
framed to live quiet pastoral lives, they would
be living them still. The one question for the
would-be optimist is whether humanity is growing
nobler, wiser, more unselfish ; and of that I have
no doubt whatever. The sense of equality, of
the rights of the weak, compassion, brotherliness,
benevolence, are living ideas, throbbing with life ;
the growth of the power of democracy, much as it